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Fun Week by Week. 


By THE Party ON THE Spor. 


_Wednesday.—Regular shivery morning. Sudden attack of 
winter. Snow in some places and wind! I tell you! Hastened 
over to Buda-Pesth, where they are having a lot of political rows. 
Got warmed up nicely, and came back to take the Sirdar into the 
city, and talk about the money for the Gordon Memorial College to 
be erected in Khartoum. Also, apropos, went and looked at the 
Soudan trophies “ just added” to the Institute at Whitehall. 


THE SOLDIERS’ SONG OF SPOIL. 
A following the Sirdar, 

And working out his plan, 
Avenging Gordon’s murdar 

We conquer Omdurman ; 
We freely sack the city, 

Our hands on trophies lay, 
We haven’t any pity, 

And Khartoum all away. 


Dined with “the Ladies’’ at the National Liberal Club House 
Dinner, after which rushed off to Sunderland and heard Asquith on 
politics, and then pushed on to Edinburgh and heard Hicks-Beach 
on the same subject—only different. 

Thursday.—Took the Duke and Duchess of Connaught off to 
Italy, settled them in the Villa Cedri, opened the International 
Anti-Anarchist Conference in Vienna, and came back to take the 
Sirdar down to Cambridge to get a D.C.L. for him. Got that safely 
done, and then rushed over to Lens and took the French President 
down acoal mine. Resisting Dreyfusard inducements to keep him 
down there, I brought him safely to the surface, but had to leave 
him abruptly in order to take Mr. Newman’s Queen's Hall Orchestra 
down to Windsor. Up to town again for the private view of the 
Coronet Theatre at Notting Hill Gate, and (later on) to bed! 

Friday.—Newman’s Sunday concerts ‘“squelched”’ by the 
L.C.C. That is to say, Newman may give them if he likes, but he 
mustn’t profit by them—that is the province of the audience. 
Dined with Her Most Gracious—also with Lord Selborne and Sir 
James Hay. Then off to Derby to hear Lord Curzon express some 
views—later on to Edinburgh to hear Lord Rosebery enunciate 
some opinions. Took them home and slept on them (passed a very 
restless night). 

Saturday.—Had a look in at the Birmingham Agricultural Show. 
Her Most Gracious and H.R.H. also “ had a look in,” each of them 
taking prizes. Had an envious (and enviable) hour at Sotheby’s 
seeing other fellows buying some wonderful views of Old London- 
dear, dear, how lucky some people are, to be sure! Saw to the 
ceremonies for finally appointing Prince George of Greece Governor 
of Crete; congratulated him and told him to be clever and careful 
about it. Got the Kaiser safely home again. He says he’s guing 
to do England next when he gets breath. (Oh, lor!) Had a look 
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at the cage-birds at the Aquarium, and helped the Duke of Norfolk 
open a Catholic Club in Westminster Bridge Road. Took M., Mdme., 
and Mile. de Staal down to Lord Salisbury, and Lord Kitchener 
to dine with the Duke of Cambridge, and afterwards to spend the 
evening with the Savage Club at the Holborn Restaurant. He was 
quite at home among savages and had the better of them, as usual. 


MORE VICTORY. 
A popular hero is Kitchener, 
And long may he flourish and wave 
(When England has heroes bewitchen’ ’er 
With fervour she’s apt to behave). 
No more “ the untutored,” with ravages, 
Our confines will dare to o’erflow— 
Just look how he conquers the savages 
Wherever he happens to go— 
What ho! 
Just look at the Holborn, you know. 


Monday.—Had a serious talk with Spain about the peace 
negotiations, and got her to finally accept the American terms—and 
cash. Helped the Duke of Cambridge open the St. Olave’s and 
St. John’s Institute in Tooley Street. Took Kitchener down to 
Dalmeny. ‘Took the National Dog Show at Birmingham on my 
way back. Saw the Hairdressers’ Show of skill at the St. James’s 
Hall; dropped a few hints and retired covered with hair-pins. 
Attended the Cabinet Council and the formal opening of the Coronet 
Theatre. 

Tuesday.— Went along to Newmarket and started the steeple- 
chasing for them. Down to Windsor Albert Institute and helped 
the Princess Christian preside thereat. Also started the Middlesex 
Needlework Guild show at the St. James’s Palace. Went, likewise, 
and started the conference of the National Union of Conservatives 
at Bristol. Attended a meeting of the Stage Needlework Guild, 
then took Kitchener along to Edinburgh and got him an LL.D. 
Later on helped him to ask for £100,000 to set up that college in 
Khartoum. Demand for bawbees enthusiastically met, even among 
Scotsmen—perhaps they don’t propose to subscribe the whole of 
it, though! A good cause, anyway, and don’t you forget it. 

A FRESH ATTACK ON EGYPT. 
When education's cordon 
Protects Egyptian need, 
The lion-hearted Gordon 
Will be avenged, indeed. 
Then lay aside the rifle— 
The call of commerce sounds, 
And let’s subscribe that trifle of 
A hundred-thousand pounds. 
Dined with the British North Borneans at the Cecil. Helped Sir 
John Gorst give the prizes away at the Whitechapel Road Founda- 
tion School, and passed the rest of the evening with the Elizabethan 
Stage Society and the Merchant of Venice. Tue SpPorres. 
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He. There's a fine fellow for you. 
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AT THE CATTLE SHOW. 
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He was brought up on my patent food.” 


She.—‘‘ Indeed! How did you discover the wonderful food; did you try it yourself, first ?” 


Arm-Chair Jingoism. 


(‘On both sides of the Channel there are not wanting arm-chair 
patriots who win splendid imaginary victories every morning, and 
go to bed every evening with the satisfaction of having done their | 


duty.”—M. de Lanessan.} 


‘“‘ FOREWARNED is fore-armed,” says the proverb of yore, 
And the men who have nations alarmed 
With the ‘“‘ coming events that cast shadows before ”’ 
Have been aye, so to speak, four-armed ! 

A pipe in the mouth, a pen in the ear, 


Iwo arms 


ng, while | 
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Customer (just shaved) to bald- 
headed barber.—‘‘ You've cut the 


bit.” 


Barber.—‘‘ Oh, no! sir. One 
end of the face always has less 
hair than the other side, accord- 
ing to the way one sleeps in bed.” 


Customer.—‘*Then your bed 
must be a very hard one, as 
you’ve no~ hair whatever. Try 
Patcho.” 





False. 


(A lady complained to Judge 
French, at the Shoreditch County 
Court, that a woman had snatched 
her false hair off her head and 
run away with it. His Honour 
referred applicant to the police 
court. | 


Wuat right had she to fuss about 
The hair, and seek to ‘pick a 
bone ’’? 
For when you come to think it 
out, 
Tis plain the hair was noé her 
own ! 
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Fighting, Not Writing. 


(Lord Kitchener has determined, 
it is authoritatively stated, not 
to write a book on his recent 
campaign. ] 


Let scribbling men with verve 
and wit 
His daring deeds extol ’em, 
The General knows he’s better fit 
To lead, than write, a colwmn. 








No Hard Lines. 


“T’ve been in a train of 
thought,’ remarked the punning 
bachelor, ‘‘and have come to the 
conclusion that I am first-class, 
single—that’s the ticket for me!”’ 





But, alas and alack ! for a power abused, 
And a Delphian gift mista’en ! 
Let the words we have quoted be well perused, 
And to heart be sincerely lain! 
Pressmen, both here and in France have laid 
Two arms on two arms of a chair; 
And, thus fowr-armed have forewarnings made 
Of grim wars that will happen ne’er! 


John Bull will not suffer, ’twixt Pole and Pele, 
Any Power with his power to tamper: 
But fools, who write Jingoesque rigmarole, 
On his movements but place a damper! 
And he holds with the views of the Frenchman good 


mr Tuy ; ; 
Li nat vyar war 


T 


Who observes, with a sombre sigh, 
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[s the armchair patriot’s cry ! 
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The Cattle Show and Our 
Country Cousins. 


Our country cousins, ev’ry year, 
Come up to see the show; 
Or, p’r’haps, to sample London beer, 
And to the gay ‘‘ Halls ”’ go! 
It matters not, but come they do 
To have a little spree ; | 
And ox, and pig, and fatted ewe, | 
Make an excuse, you see! 
With smiling face of healthy red, 
And purse with gold well lined, 
By luring pleasure deftly led, 
They leave caution behind, 
And ‘‘ go the pace”’ with jaunty air, 
And think, “* Ah, this is life!’’ 
Though some have just a touch of care 
When clings to them the wife ! 


To see London's great throbbing heart 
Awakes them from thzir sleep; 
It makes the blood through their veins 
dart, | 
Their quickened pulses leap. | 
The Show, of course, they never miss 
(They love beasts from their birth), 
But London’s what they like, I wis— 
‘‘The greatest show on earth! ”’ 


The Light-Giver. 
(“Sir Ellis Ashmead Bartlett has 
obtained a concession from the Sultan 
to light the towns of Salonica and | 
Smyrna with electricity.” — Daily | 
Paper. | 
Two gifts our Ashmead hath, and each 
Differs from each as day from night: 


To us he gives his heavy speech, 
But to the Orient his light. 





Safe. 

Chinker.—‘‘ There have been a lot of 
burglaries in the neighbourhood of late, 
Gambel. Where do you generally keep 
your plate?” 

Gambel.— At the pawnbroker’s !”’ 




















Sawney.—‘‘ An’ hed ye music awa’ at Khartoum, Dougal ?”’ 
Dougal.—‘* Yes, mon! Piebrochs!”’ 

Sawney.—“ An’ did ye get ony bawbees ?”’ 

Dougal.—' Nae, mon, but ‘ we charged them’ for it.” 
Sawney.—‘‘ Weel! weel!!” 

Dougal.—* An’ made them ‘ pay the piper,’ laddie!" 





A SIMPLE STATEMENT OF AN ACTUAL OCCURRENCE. 


I.—WILLIE’S SECESSION. 
’Twas the public bar of the ‘“‘ Cask and Can,” 
’Twas on Sunday at one-fifteen : 
And nine bluff fellows to one bluff man 
Gave expressions of welcome keen. 
‘‘ What, Willie, what! You are back again 
With your pals! Ah, it gives us joy! 
Come, name your tipple, and tell us plain 
Why you’ve left us so long, old boy! ”’ 
And Wandering Willie made answer: ‘“ Yes, 
I’ve returned to the fold once more, 
And the first tot-round ’ill be mine, I guess— 
For I’ve got to sorter implore 
Your forgiveness, boys, for forsaking you ! 
And I’ve got to tell you plain 
That I swore a swear (oh, I swear it’s true) 
That I’d never join you again!” 
Now, the etiquette of the public bar 
Forbids that a long-lost friend 
Should stand ‘‘first wet ’’—howsoever far 
He his absence may reprehend. 
So one of the nine had the pewters charged, 
And the nine charged pipes, and heeded 
The words of Willic, who thus enlarged 
On the reason why he’d seceded ! 
Il.—WILLIE’8 EXPLANATION. 
I must tell you, boys, that I got the cheek 


To take a aueer whim in my head ! 
you know that I work, six days a wi 
Jolly hard for my daily bread 


And it struck me that even a labouring cove 
Might on Sundays improve his mind : 

For to sticking in front ofa bar, by Jove! 
I'll be d——d if I’m much inclined ! 


Yet I couldn’t cotton to chapel, you know, 
And I couldn’t cotton to “‘ kirk ’’: 

And your sacred music’s a bit too slow 
For a man that’s dead-sick with work. 


gut I heard of Queen’s Hall and of Newman, boys, 


And began to have dinner at one 


Instead of three-ten! And the tap-room’s joys 


I swore I'd on Sundays shun! 


And my poor pale wife no longer pined ; 
And—please or offend—I admit 

That, every Sunday, I felt my mind 
To be somehow improved a bit ! 

But the County Council stepped in, by Jove, 
Saying, “ Willie! what ho! what ho! 

This here sort o’ thing, for a labouring cove, 
Ain't exactly the ticket, you know!”’ 


I asked, ‘‘What’s wrong?. . . . And the Council 


squealed, 
‘* You've your choice, on the Sabbath Day, 


Between church and pub.—do you think we'll yield 


Any high-class concerts? Nay, nay!!”’ 
So my wife has lost her new-found joys, 
And myself—I'm not free from pain ! 


But . . . I’m back at the “ Cask and Can,” dear 


boys!!... 
Drink up, and fill "em again! 


Whoso runs (the destinies of London's work-folk) let 
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First Cyclist (enthusiastically ).—‘‘ Grand hills, aren’t they?” 
Second Ditto.— Well, I cawn’t sy as I like ’em, Sir! The ‘ills as flesh is hair to,’ J call ’em, for hus pore bikers!” 
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Kitchener’s First-class Pen. 


From North and South and East and West 

With dialectic prattle, 

The Anglo-Saxon farmers pressed 

With all their kittle cattle. 

The farmers from the sturdy North, 

With flocks and herds had sallied forth 
To join the competition ; 

And farmers also crossed the seas 

With flocks from the Antipodes 
In excellent condition ; 

Old Uncle Sam was in the van, 

With Kitchener from the Soudan, 

And Rhodes the Cape magician ;— 
Each brought with him his very best 
Prepared to put it to the test 

In open competition. 


From Canada a farmer came, 
A burly, genial giant, 
A Bull by nature and by name, 
Both strong and self-reliant ; 
The sheep from his Alaskan fold 
Were clad in fleece of richest gold, 
A mighty flock and splendid; 
And he was proud, as to the show, 
With stately air, and footsteps slow, 
Imperially he wended ! 


Then Farmer Rhodes with pride was full; 


For he had brought a noble bul! 


| , . 
F'rom his ne Rhodesiar 
; | ‘ + ‘ 
A bull that i@ Would Iear;r | laAct 
1 giant of the bovine rac« 


No feeble bull Milesian | 


The farmers from the southern isle 
Since last show hadn’t slumbered ; 
They came up in the noblest style 
With flocks of sheep unnumbered. 
Their numbers year by year increase, 
And still more golden grows their fleece, 
A splendid breed and hardy! 
Especially that latest flock, 
Which they have reared on barren rock, 
And christened the Coolgardie ! 
From India, too, the farmers’ came, 
A prize or so they meant to claim, 
And great the Indian’s pride is 
That he has tamed that mountain horde, 
That ne’er acknowledged king or lord, 
The hardy, brave Afridis! 


Now Uncle Sam had sworn, you know 

(As kin to kin had beckoned), 

That he'd exhibit at the Show 

A beast or two, he reckoned! 

‘* A prize or so,”’ he said, “I'll pull, 
For I’ve an Anglo-Saxon bull, 

I call him ‘ Britain’s Brother,’ 
That's just the spit of Johnny’s own, 
Hide, muscle, spirit, blood, and bone, 

Ycu'd take one for the other. 

I'll feed him up for all he’s worth— 
And two such Bulls can eat the earth, 
And drink the rolling ocean! 





When shepherd Kitehener arrived 
With his new breed from South Down, 
The ancient ‘“‘ Triumph ”’ was revived, 
And France looked on with mouth 
down 
(She'd tried to rob him on his way, 
But found her tactics didn’t pay, 
However, that was over) 
But, oh, the fuss that Britain made 
When Kitchener his sheep displayed 
Upon the cliffs at Dover, 
With cheers the welkin rang again, 
Such sheep, so bred, ’twas very plain 
Were much to Britain’s liking. 
No shepherd home from fields afar 
Was ever quite so popular 
Or welcome met so striking. 


So when the Judge to Judgment came 
He ata glance decided 
That Kitchener first prize could claim 
With honours undivided ! 
Although a finer all-round show 
It had not been his lot to know 
Since first he took to judging, 
The second prize he could not yield, 
So many Richmonds in the field 
His judgment all ways nudging. 
Said he ‘“* When all are near the best 
To find the second is a quest 
That perilous is reckoned 
Must satisfy the 


1,’ . 1} . _— 
For all of them are se« 
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A BETTER PEN.” 
Lord Leighton. 
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The Bungle Book by Theyard Quipling. 
THE FASCINATING BEHAVIOUR OF FRANKI. 


Whenever Franki meets by chance 
With trouble or rebuff, 
He leads his friends a pretty dance 
Until they ery “‘ Enough!” 
He weeps, he laughs, he smites his breast, 
To find allies he does his best 
Among the “ friendly nations,” 
Until they wish he'd save his breath, 
For they are nearly bored to death 
By his felicitations— 
At friendly hands he'll wildly clutch ; 
In fact he giwes them far too much 
Of his felicitations, 


So when he’s quarrelled, say, with Bool, 
Poor Puff Tupp ts preferred ; 
He'll even try to make a tool 
Of that detested bird. 
* Revanche,” he'll ery, “ Oh, thatis dead! 
Beneath the shadow of your head 
Pray let me reat contented ! 
Let all the hatred I've expressed 
By present fondness be redressed, 
My wrath I've now repented, 
For what's Alsace? and what's Lorraine ? 
We'll never speak of them again! 
My wild words I've repented.” 


If Puff Tupp turn a shoulder cold, 
Is he cast down? Ah, no! 
With face unblushing, suave and bold, 
To It Ali he'll go. 
He'll say: ** We're of the self-same race, 
The likeness you can surely trace, 
We're very near relations ; 
We should be friends, we tivo, to-day ; 
Permit me at your feet to lay 
My choicest salutations! 
Commerctal treaties let us make, 
Accept my thanks, and also take 
My kindest salutations. 


In fact when Frankt’s been rebuffed 
In diplomatic fight, 

Tustead of being chilled and buffed 
He grows but more polite ; 

In fact he hastes to find a paw 

With which he may securely draw 
The chestnuts from the fire' 

This game he has #0 often played 

That friend and foe have grown afraid, 
And gracefully retire— 

Yes, when they see his pleasing smile, 

So happy, #0 devoid of guile, 
They hastily retire. 


Arter Franki had had that little unpleasantness with Jon Bool 
over the matter of the Sphinx, he was naturally a little cast down- 
However, recovering himself quickly, as is his volatile habit, he 
immediately set about seeing if he could find a friend prepared to do 
his dirty work for him at a nominal figure. Bowski had been an 
obvious failure from every point of view, not at all the sort of friend 
that one could depend upon in an emergency; so Franki took a look 
round, and summed up the pros and cons, and held many interest- 
ing and private meetings with himself, till at last he came to the 
determination to leave no stone unturned, but to try everybody. 

Naturally his thoughts first turned to Puff Tupp, for Franki has 
one engaging peculiarity, he has really no idea how very offensive 
his Chauvinism has been to those upon whom he has from time to 
time practised it. He, therefore, advanced to meet Puff Tupp with 
a pleasant smile, and called him ‘‘ Mon ami,’’ and ‘Old Boy,” and 
‘* Dear chappie,”’ till you would have imagined that Puff Tupp and 
he had been friends from the cradle upwards. 

“* Well,”’ said Puff Tupp, coolly, “what can I do for you ?” 

‘*It’s like this,” chattered Franki, ‘“‘ Bool’sa fraud. I’ve been 
mistaken in Bool, I have, indeed.. You know he solemnly promised 
to clear out of Egypt, on demand ?” 

Yes,” replied Puff Tupp, “I think I did hear something to that 
effect, but it was a long time ago.” 

“Well,” continued Franki, “(I have asked him—most politely, 
you know, and all that—to keep his promise, and he has declined ! ” 

‘** Indeed,” said Puff Tupp, “ you surprise me! Really! But, if 
I may ask the question, wank on earth has that to do with me?” 

“To do with you?” cried Franki. ‘“‘My dear sir, my most 
respected old boy, everything, everything! For myself, I care 
nothing, but to see you flouted: ignored, metaphorically kicked in 
public, cuts me to the heart.”’ 

P 6 a very good,’’ murmured Puff Tupp; “ very good, in- 
eed |’ 


* Ob, don’t mention it!" said Franki; “ don’t mention it ! Now, 


what I thought was this: } m ist interests Africa, 
haven't you Very well, th raise t Egyptian questio1 
“* Raise the devil shouted Puff Tupp What on earth for 





“For?” yelled Franki; ‘you blithering—I mean, you dear old 
man—for la gloire and the honour and the prestige and the ——.” 

“Not if I know it,’ retorted Puff Tupp. ‘‘The longer Bool 
remains in Egypt the better I shall like it. When Bool gets a good 
thing Bool shares it with his friends, Bool does; when I have the 
run of your preserves maybe I’ll listen to you, but not till then. 
Good morning!” 

‘¢Oh,” chattered Franki, ‘‘ you take it like that do you? Then 
permit me to call you a swell-headed nincompoop! Au revoir!” 
and Franki, showing all his teeth, retired angrily to dream of 
Revanche worse than ever. 

This interview with the illustrious Pilgrim would have discouraged 
anyone but Franki. He, however, is made of sterner metal than 
most animals, and has become accustomed to being kicked in public ; 
so he went off at once toIt Ali with a sweeter smile than ever, and 
with more “ Mon Amis” and ‘dear old boys”’ on the tip of his 
tongue than before. 

When It Ali saw him coming he would have retired, but Franki 
was too quick for him, and before It Ali knew where he was 
Franki was embracing him demonstratively and kissing himon both 
cheeks. 

“ Really,” gasped It Ali, “this isa surprise! A pleasant surprise, 
of course!’’ he added hastily, for It Ali never willingly offends 
anyone. 

“Yes! I thought you’d be pleased to see me! ”” murmured Franki. 
‘‘To tell you the truth, I fear I have treated you very badly.”’ 

‘¢ You have, indeed,” sighed It Ali. 

‘¢ You see,” said Franki, the tears of true penitance streaming 
from his eyes, ‘‘I was led away by falsefriends. Forgive me, say, 
oh, say, you forgive me.” 

‘Oh, I don’t mind forgiving you, if you put it like that,” replied 
It Ali. ‘“ But——” 

‘¢T know what you are going to say,’”’ chattered Franki, ‘‘I don’t 
deserve it. I know it. I know it! But we are near relations, 
don’t you know, and relations should live at peace and amity.” 

‘‘True,”” murmured It Ali, ‘“‘ true; and, of course, you will restore 
Savoy—you will——”’ 

‘My dear sir,’’ gasped Franki. 
one atatime. I restore you my heart’s affection. 
a friend who will—er—do almost anything to oblige you. 
while, let us have a treaty ”’ 

‘t Well,’ said It Ali, “I have a treaty already with several friends. 
But if a commercial treaty would——”’ 

‘‘Yes, it would, indeed!” shouted Franki. “Thank you so 
much. Good-bye—good-bye!’’ and overcome with emotion the 
noble monkey strode away, crying proudly, “ Now, let ’em all 
come! ”’ 

And they all came——-. But that is another story. 


‘* My sweet pal, one at a time— 
I restore you 
Mean- 















































KINDS FRIENDS, HWE PITy 
ON A POOR DUKE, STARVING 
DUCHESS AND FE FARLS 
I LOST AFORTUNE BY 
THE PURCHASE OF A DUKE- 

-DOM AT TRE URGENT Fe 
REQUEST OF My FRIEN 
IT COST £2000, 000 shrRum 

I am now 


DESTITUTE 
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Plain Talk to Cabbies. 
[A correspondence on London cabmen has been running in the 
Standard. One writer describes them as a dissatisfied and ill- 


mannered class. | 


O, CABBIE! confidence you don’t inspire, 

No matter in what place you ply for hire, 
Whether it be in Mile End or Belgravia— 

Your courtesy is primitive and crude, 

You’re frequently unmannerly and rude, 
And heedless of the canons of behaviour! 


Now, cabbie! we can hardly see the fun 
Of leaving things you ought to do undone, 
And doing other things that you ought not to; 
You work too much in the old-fashioned groove, 
"Tis time you really started to improve— 
‘‘ Hansom is as hansom does” should be your motto ! 


You know your ‘ fare’”?? We sometimes think you don’t, 
For when we want you to drive fast you won’t ! 
To gratify that whim you’re most unwilling. 
When asked to take it slow it is your use 
To whip round corners like a fiend let loose, 
Courting collision with a pace that’s killing! 
And then your language, cabbie ! when you’re riled, 
No stretch of fancy could describe as mild, 
Tis far more forcible, you know, than polished ; 
It may be English, but it is not art, 
Yet repartee may pass if it is smart, 
We only want the vulgar kind abolished. 


You play for honours in the game of grab, 
And when some humble *‘ fare ” into your cab 
You’ve managed with persuasion to inveigle— 
What a tornado sweeps the startled air, 
If in some luckless moment he should dare 
To pay you only what is just and legal! 








Waftings from the Wings. 

THE Greek Slave is playing to crowded houses at Daly’s, and will 
probably run the Geisha close in the matter of popularity. Those 
who haven’t yet seen the Greek Slave should hasten to see it, while 
those who have seen it cannot well do better than hasten to see it 
again. 

. Miss Marie Tempest as Maia, the soothsayer’s daughter, sings 
and acts as she alone can sing and act. Miss Hilda Moody as the 
Princess Antonia is simply charming, while Miss Letty Lind as 
Iris—well, she’s Letty Lind, anyway, and the most extravagant 
praise cannot go farther than that. 

Messrs. Huntley Wright and Rutland Barrington run each other 
close in the race for popular favour, the finish being, so far as one 
can judge, a nightly dead-heat. Mr. Hayden Coffin sings as well as 
ever. In fact, the caste is altogother excellent. 

A Greek Slave is called by its authors ‘‘A Story of Ancient 
Rome,” and it is a good story, capitally told; while the accompany- 
ing music by Messrs. Sidney Jones and Lionel Moncton leaves 
nothing to be desired. 

So it’s bound to be popular, 
Popular ! 
Popular ! 
Praised by both women and men! 
When we have a good play 
That is staged in this way 
It is sure to be popular then! 

It should be added that the staging of the opera is simply magni- 
ficent, a series of pictures being presented probably unsurpassed 
in artistic splendour. * 

Putting on our considering cap, and looking into our magic 
crystal, we see the next century, and the Greek Slave still running, 
and we see Mr. George Edwards crowned with laurel giving away 
souvenirs to an admiring public. “The Fates have spoken. Next, 
please!” 


Empire THEATRE.—The Cattle Show is with us again, and the 
Empire management, ever mindful that their country friends will 
have a good entertainment, have provided a magnificent programme. 
In addition to the beautiful ballet, Alaska, which since its produc- 
tion has attracted full and enthusiastic houses, Our River, R. G. 
Knowles, Goleman’s Cats and Dogs, the Freire Troupe, Lavater 
Lee and his learned Mule, the Semmels, and the Olschanskys, we 


are promised two new items of special interest. Mile. Irene 
Szilassy, who is exclusively engaged, makes her first appearance at 
the Empire and in England. This giited soprano comes to us with 
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a big Continental reputation, and has a voice of great flexibility, 
and the Neiss Troupe of Aerial Gymnasts are paying a return visit 
with new business. 


The sixth anniversary of the opening of the Palace Theatre will 
be celebrated on Monday evening, 12th instant. Our veteran 
manager, Charles Morton, has provided a splendid programme for 
that occasion. 


If you want to listen to the marvellous pianoforte performance 
of Paderewski, the opportunity will occur at the Crystal Palace on 
Saturday next, 10th inst., at 3 p.m. 


The special number of the Cantab commemorates the visit of the 
Sirdar to Cambridge on the 24th ult., upon which occasion the 
freedom of the ancient borough, together with a beautiful casket, 
was conferred upon this distinguished soldier, who subsequently 
was admitted to the degree of Doctor of Laws of the University 
amidst general rejoicing. 


Kitchener’s Khartoum Kollege will flourish. The Khalifa will 
play the truant until he is brought back to learn another lesson or 
two in memory of Gordon. 


The Fourth City Mutual Benefit Building Society held its 36th 
annual meeting in the Pillar Hall of the Canon Street Hotel after 
a substantial tea meeting, which attracts a very large concourse of 
shareholders, members, depositors, and the like. The turnover for 
the year was nearly a quarter of a million sterling, and the 
undivided profit stood at £22,215. A dividend of £5 per cent. was 
declared. This society is evidently worth joining, and I intend 
calling upon its veteran manager, James Higham, at the office, 2, 
Coleman Street, to obtain particulars, 


Joe Chamberlain, My Joe. 


JOE CHAMBERLAIN, My own Joe, 
When first I heard you speak— 
Your politics were daring, 
You'd far too much of ‘‘ cheek "’— 
But time has brought you wisdom, 
I knew it would do so— 
Now every one applauds your speech, 
Joe Chamberlain, my Joe, 


We're very glad of friends, Joe, 
’Mong foreign Powers all— 
3ut we can “ stand alone,” Joe, 

Nor fear to risk a fall— 
Friend Jonathan may aid us, 

And Japs in warlike style— 
But it only needs great Britain 

To keep the Banks of Nile. 


We like to colonise, Joe, 
Of “claims to peg our share,” 
But our way of doing so 
Is always fair and square— 
We don’t like breaking China, 
Such smashing leads to war, 
Though we've quite made up our minds, 
Joe— 
To ‘* keep the open door.” 


Then speed you well, our own Joe, 
Your words are clear as day— 

The Nation’s firm behind you, Joe, 
And welcomes all you say; 

Though “ Little England” prophecies 
Disasters dire—and woe— 

It is because they're not so big 
As Chamberlain, my Joe. 
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Risky. 

(‘During the visit of a large travelling menagerie to Ely, a 
local hairdresser, Arthur Dobson, for a wager of £5, entered @ cage 
containing two forest-bred lions, and shaved the lion-tamer. The 
lions at one period became threatening, and had to be driven back 
by the trainer.”—Vide Press.] 

Just a hair’s-breadth escape he had 
From death, doubtless. The lions, mad, 
For ais life’s blood growlingly did crave 
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A NEW DYE. 
Kitty.—‘‘Oh, Pa! how much beer would it take to dye all my dollies’ frocks red?” 
Pa.—* Beer? Why, you can’t dye things with beer, child!” 


itty.—‘ Oh, but I'm sure I heard Ma say it was beer that made your nose so red, Pa!” 





“On Things in General.” 
By Mr. “ Fun’s”’ WaSHERWOMAN. 
Tue infernal distension [? “ internal 

dissension.” —Ed., Fun] that isnow goin’ 


on in France is not quite so sowory as 
some of the French dishes, an’ it strikes 


me that afore long a good many French-. 


men will be, so to say, ‘‘dished.’’ The 
dirty water is bein’ stirred up, an’ is 
gettin’ thicker an’ thicker, an’ them wot 
comes out of it with “ clean ’ands ’’ may 
think thereselves lucky. It’s a sort of 
game of piquet—I means Pickquart— 
an’ the losers will look glum. Thank 
’eaving, sich a disgraceful state of affairs 
never could exist in Good Old England. 

The Kaiser seems glad to be ’ome 
agin—** "Ome, Sweet ’Ome!’’—all among 
the sour-krout an’ sossiges. “Is Eastern 
tour seems to ’ave open’d ’is eyes a bit, 
an’ I dessay ’e’ll open othur people’s eyes 
afore long; there’s no blinkin’ the fact 
that Willie’as a lot of “go” in ’im, 
only it don’t always go in the right 
direction. Still, ’e’s bin a good boy 
lately, an’ ort to ’ave a prize for good 
conduct at Christmas, if ’e keeps on in 
the same way. 

It is reported that the Khalifa ‘as bin 
defeated, but ’as escaped agin. ’E’s 
very clever at runnin’ away, but one of 
these days ’e’ll be like ‘‘ grandfather’s 
clock ’’—‘‘ stop short, never to go agin.”’ 

We’re wakin’ up in the “ Far East” 
—about time. In hoistin’ the British 
Flag at Ting Hai we’ve just bin Chusan 
the right thing to do; an’ there’s nothin’ 
base about it, though it will make a good 
naval base for our fleet. 

The Shipway ‘‘ Arms” case ’as* ended 
in the prisoner gettin’ three years’ penal 
servitude. I dessay Davies used to 
‘laugh in ’is sleeve”’ over the ‘ arms,”’ 
but ’e won’t now, speshully if the tread- 
mill tires’is legs. Ain’t there some book 
called ‘“‘ Arms and the Man”? This is 
a new version Of it. 

’Ere’s a gentleman bin takin’ a third- 
class tickeé an’ ridin’ second-class on 
the Metropolitan Railway, as a protest 
agin the third-class carriages not bein’ 
cushioned. All Ises is, that, personally, 
I likes somethink soft to sit on, an’ that 
ockashunally the railway companies 
wants ‘‘ sittin’ on.” 
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Scene: Restaurant. Customer (entering 
hurriedly) to waitress.—‘‘ What have 
you got on?” 

Waitress (indignant).—‘‘ Don’t ask 
improper questions! ”’ 



















A Laxative and Refreshing Fruit .ozenge, most agreeable to take. 


TAMAR INDIEN GRILLON 


CONSTIPATION, HAMORRHOIDS, 


BILE, HEADACHE, LOSS OF APPETITE, 
GASTRIC & INTESTINAL TROUBLES. 


47. SOUTHWARK STREET, LONDON, S.E.; AND SOLD BY ALL CHEMISTS. 




















